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Cowprn: 
VOL. I. ALBANY, SATURDAY,: SEPTEMBER 17, 1808. 
_ xm ance = ee “ . 
MISCELLANEOUS. ared tea at an early hours-she swallowed | shortly fell into a kind of lethargic slumber, 
——=== | a single cupful, and begged to go immediately | which continued until late in the afternoon. 


A SHORT, ORIGINAL NOV EL. 
(Continued from our last. ) 


I WAITED not Yor Mrs. Townsend to re- 
peat her offer, and in a few minutes introduced 
the suffering stranger to a friend of herown sex. 
She hung her head and wept, as Mrs. Towns- 
end took her hand: “ Feel at home, my cisild,” 
said the benevolent woman ; “ fear no ill-na- 
tured scrutiny from me :—-it is mine to befriend 

e, not to awaken thy griefs by premature 
enquiries. WhenlI have deserved thy confi- 
dence, thou mayest, perhaps, trust me without 
reserve.” ; 

I had now obeyed the dictates of humanity, 
in finding a “ friend for the friendless.”— 
Without waiting for any thing bit a slight din- 
ner, I borrowed Mrs. Townsend’s chaise, and 
before sunset had the happiness of embracing 
my old friend. I found himin much better 
health than my fears had led me to expect. 
His disorder (a severe pleurisy) had yiclded to 
jucicious treatment and « good consfitution, 
and he was fast recovering. His son, whose 
residence at Philadelphia had been somewhat 
shortened by a dissolution of partnership in the 
house where he was engaged, was now at home. 
—This youth I had not seen for three or four 
years; and he now appeared to me exactly 
what his futher was, when my intimacy with 
him commenced. An engaging and manly 
eountenance, an elegant form, easy manners, 
and « winning address, rendered Everard Drey 
what our novel-writing ladies would call a dan- 
ferous man. He was melancholy, however: 
some hidden grief, which neither the confi- 
dence of friendship, nor the anxious enquiries 
of parental tenderness could elicit, saddened his 
countenance, and preyed upon his health. 

Four days I continued with my friend. 
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At! 


the end of this period, hc was able to walk to_ 
his chamber ; and my impatience to see my | 


poor girl at Boston, led me again to that town. 


uccompany me. 


to bed. With much difficulty I prevailed upon 
her to leave her babe with my woman ; and 
having led her to her chamber, and assisted her 
to undress, I sent for a physician. He came 
early in the evening. After spending an hour 
above stairs, we came below ; ‘and he then, with 
much earnestness, asked me, “ Has not this lady 
a young infant ?” I saw the necessity of his en- 
quiry, and instantly stated the truth. He ask- 
ed to see the babe ; and examining it with at- 
tention a few moments, said, “ From Philade]- 
phia, last week ! Exposure to cold and fatigue, 
so soon after her confinement, leaves her but | 
faint hopes of life.” He bled her before his | 
departure, and I sat up with her the greater 
part of the night. The next morning she was 
much worse ; and before night, a raging de- | 
lirium, which seized her, put a period to our | 
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| poor Emily : 


hopes of her recovery. She talks much of thee | 
—and thy return may perhaps assist to calrm | 


her mind, and prevent her leaving the world in 
a state of distraction. ~When her senses were 
first disordered, she in#¥sted On having her iii- 
fant returned to her: but as we feared the babe 
might be injured by this, we gave her to under- 
stand that thou hadst it under thy protection — 
This seemed perfectly to satisiy her. “He 
will not let it die !”’ she said with a kind of tri- 
umphant emphasis: “‘ Will he ?—He saved me, 
you know-—Will he abandon my litile one ‘-— 
He protected me, you. know—How kind he 


spoke !—-He is an old man too!—He Ict my | 


poor babe die ?——No, no, net” 


As Mrs. Townsend conetuded, the physician | 


entered the door, and we all went up stai 
gether. 
and stretching out her arms towards me; wild- 
ly cried, “ Bless you! bless you !-~you will not 
let my poor child die—Will you ?”-— No,” I 
replied, “ it shall be mine while I have life to 
pretect it.”——“‘See now !” she said, “I told 
them so !—But may I not see it?” The phy- 


tomy 
The poor sufferer instantly knew me, 





| sician, a humane and skilful man, whispered | 
Everard was at leisure, and requested leave to_ 


We reached the city about | 


cleven in the morning. Ata coffec-house Ev-— 


crard found some friends with whom he wished 


few minutes’ conversation, and promised to | 


join me at Mrs. Townsend’s within an hour. 
‘That worthy woman saw me from a window, as 


¥ approached her house, and met me at the | 


door. She was in tears, 
poor girl is sick—sick unto death !” 
me speechless with surprise, she procceded : 
‘On the afternoon of the day when thou left 


“ Thou has come,” | 
she cried, “to hear a sad tale indeed '—thy | 
Seeing | 


Ys, she eomplained of a violent head-ache. I | 


Mrs. Townend, and she immediately brought 
the babe into the chamber: I took it in my 
arms, and held it towards the bed. ‘The fran- 
tic mother snatched it from me with eager 
wildness, and pressing it foadly to her bosom, 
softly whispered, “ Your mother is dying-— 
don’t tell them—they are very kind to us— 
Should your father own you-But hush! hush! 
he lives somewhere here ijl say that we 
followed him, persecuted him. isgraced him 
—~QO no, no! not for the world |——- 

Here she stopped, overcome by her increas- 
ing weakness, and the crue) ogitétion of her 
roind. Wetook the babe irom her, and she 





Everard had arrived before dinner. About 
four o’clock, as we were rising from a late re- 
freshment, an elderly gentleman, in a Quaker’s 
dress was announced by the servant, and wel- 
comed by Mrs. Townsend, as an old and valu- 
able friend. “Friend Hammond,” said the good 
woman, ‘thou hast been a stranger long. I am 
glad to see thee—but thou hast come to a house 
of mourning!” ‘ Mourning, sister! my own 
heart is itself a house of mourning—but for 
whom art thou afflicted?” “For the friendiess, 
A lovely young woman, a lodger in my housey 
is near her end—and her eyes must be closed 
by strangers.” 

“ Perhaps that may be the situation of mp 
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“ What of Emily? thou mayest speak thy 
mind--here are none but friends.” 

Mr. Hammond wept bitterly. 

“ Thou rememberest, sister, that I left this 
town eleven years age. I settled in Baltimore. 
Soon after I saw thee Jast, | was called sbroad 
by busines; Whigh 1 sould not "éghect. IM: 
wife and Emily | sentéo Philadelphia, to reside 
with my sister; expecting te return to Bulti- 
more in one year, at farthest. Shipwreck, cap- 
tivity, and sickness, kept me abroad until the 
last month. I returned to my native land, how- 
ever, with riches in abundance, and hoped that 
Ifeaven had preserved my beloved fumily to 
ghare its blessings with me. But my wite is no 
more ! and my girl—Oh sister—my sweet lit- 
tle Emily, is ruined—eloped from her friends 
—-fied-—perhaps from disgrace and life togeth- 
er, with all her sins upon her head !” 

“ Who? Emily Hammond?” cried Everard. 
starting wildly from his seat. 

“ Yea, my good young friend—Didst thou 
know my child ?” 

_ “God of mercy *” groaned Everard, and sun]: 
senseless on the floor—Astonished and alarm- 
ed at his emotion, we raised and bore him to 2 
settee ; but before his recovery allowed us any 
opportunity for inquiry, the nurse came below, 
with notice from the physician, who tarried 
above stairs, that his patient was a-vake, end in 
her perfect senses. The wo added that 
andme. Everard beggea to be Je alone; and 
as I turned to goup stairs, Mrs. Sownsend said, 
«“ Friend Hammond, dost ¢Aou avoid the bed of 
the dying ?” 

“© Nay, sister—I have sorrow enough of my 
own, it is true: but let me be instructed.” 

We allwent abovetogether. Mr. Hammond 
walked across the chamber, with his eyes cast 
to the floor, till heshad nearly reached tie bed. 
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* «t it was hs father. 
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- My father!” with a faint scream, was 
‘rd from the bed.—The old man fixed his 
; on the pale object before him, and drop- 
.¢ on his knees at the bedside, groaned in 
nguish of his soul. ‘“ My poor child? my 
Emily: Oh my sainted Mary! is ¢Azs our 
‘chter ! is ¢hés all I have left of thee ? Dol 
. our sweet Emily thus? Father of Mer- 
,! strengthen me to thy chastening |—~—My 

id! art thou gone £” 
( To be concluded in our next.) 


a 
[FROM DUPATY’S TRAVELS IN ITALY. | 
LETTER LVIL. 
Rome. 


\ FIRE broke out last night in the square 
St. Peter, near the Vatican. It was first 


ovéréd at the hour when aged persons and 


irvenare already asleep, and the uniortunate 
mothers stil waking. 
Never was conflagration more furious: it 
catened to destroy all Rome. Ivritated by 
i upetuous wind, it broke forth instantly ‘nto 
nes. The darkness of one of the gloomiest 
‘nights seemed to add tothe brightness of 
: fire. 
What horrid scenes shone dreadfully by its 
ht 7 seé, I hear every thing. ‘The cries 
inothers still rend my heart. 
fT had passed the évening in the neighbor- 
,od of the Vatican, and was returning to my 
Jgvings in the Piazza di Spagna. On enter- 
the square of St. Peter, I perceived the 
nes, Which buvsting forth from the roof of 
® poor man’s house, which they had already 


“svyuoured; were Moutiing aléng twenty marble 


-lumns, to the summit of the Vatican. 


, self raerely viewing a magnificent spectacle, 


* vas enjoying the sight. But at the same mo- 


exit a youth passed, about twenty paces irom 
e, carrying an old man on his shoulders. By 
e manner of his looking round him, and the 
re he teok to choose his way, for the ease of 
e aged man on his back, I easily discovered 
This old man, snatched 
ddenly from sleep and from the flames, know- 
+ neither where he is, whence he comes, whi- 
er he is going, or what is passing, appeared 
rive himself up for lost: a little child, how- 
~yer, preceded them, who notwithstanding his 
stress and terror, cast a look at them from 
‘me to time, and an aged woman, almost na- 
sd, within air of indifference, carrying the 
j] man’s cloaths, brought up the rear. 
I was following them witha tearfuleye, when 
liscovered at a little distance, another young 
a.n, who, entirely naked, and pressed by the 
ce, whish was pursuing him, was hanging by 
‘s hands ow the outside of a window all in 
snes, end choosing the least dangerous part 
_{ the pavement on which to fall. 
‘The strongest light for discovering all a mo- 
ey’s heart, is certainly that of a conflagration ! 
»w does that woman from the top of that ter- 
+ reach out to her husband, below, the dear 
ive of the r union ! She advances, she leans 
ward, she leans still further forward: the 
id n her arms clinging e'ther to her bosom 
vv her lips: but at length, between the extend- 
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ed arms of the mother, and the extended arms 
of the father, the child just taken sleeping from 
its cradle ...... I turned away my eyes and 
fled. . 

I had already traversed the square when I 
met, escaping from a burning palace, a tall wo- 
man of majestic beauty and stature, full dress- 
ed and in tears, magnificently habited, and hold- 
ing before her by the hand two naked children. 
The smallest of these children, seeing her mo- 
ther lament and weep, was weeping and la- 
menting also. ‘The sister, who had a charm- 
ing face, benumbed with cold, was striving to 
cover, and even to veil her youthful and tender 
body with her arms and hands. Unhappy mo- 
ther! she surely had lost a child; she had 
two which she held by the hand, and she was 
weeping. 

In the mean while, old men, children, sol- 
diers, priests, rich and poor, were continually 
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swelling the multitude which rolied from one | 


end of the square to the other, like the ocean 
agitated by a tempest. 
St. Peter’s, now come out of it, then return to 
the church, then rush headlong forward, and 
fall. I beheld a young girl who had fainted 
away pass by me, carried by four soldiers, on 
their crossed sabres. She was beautiful: the 
brightness of the fire was reflected from her 
pale forehead and colourless cheeks, and glit- 
tering in the tears eScaping from her eyelids. 
But, in all this dreadful scene, what made me 
shudder most with horror, was the silence in 
those intervals when the wind was hushed.— 


I see them now enter | 





prayer, and rises; the people observing him 
with unutterable expectation. 

With a voice full of hope, and a serene coun- 
tenance, the pontiff now sheds over the pros 
trate multitude, the holy words of benediction, 
when on a sudden by a miracle or asif by a 
miracle, ere the last words of the benediction 
are pronounced, the winds have ceased ; the 
flame falls ; the smoke rises in a black whirl- 
wind, envelopes, and smothers the conflagra- 
tion, and restores to the night allits original 
obscurity. 

Ah! how admirable is this picture, by Ra- 
phael, at the Vatican ! 








CHARACTERISTICS, 
DUKE OF MAREBOROUGH. 4 
OF the wonderful avarice of this very great man, 
the late Lord Bati: used to tell the following story = 
Himself and his brother, General Pulteney, had been 
playing at cards at # house in Bath, at that time known: 
by the name of Westgate-House, and which then hap- 
pened to be the lodgings of Lord Bath. The Duke 
had lost some money, and on going away desired Gen- 
eral Pulteney to lend him a sixpence to pay his il 








hire. This he of course did ; and when the Duke 


_ left the room, Lord Bath said to his brother, «J wou 


Then issued from all parts smothered sighs, | 


prefound groans, the roaring of the flames as 
they destroyed ; Lie orwsh of the bubidings fall- 
ing every moment, and the heart-rending cries 


+ L was alone, and must confess, thatsupposing , of mothers. 


I was at length about to leave the place, 
when suddenly, at a window of the Vatican, by 
the very side of the dames, I beheld a crucifix, 
priests, and the sovereign pontiff in his sacred 
robes } 

In an instant the multitude utter a cry, in an 
instant they are on taeir knees; the tearful 
eyes of the wretch people are all directed to 
the venerable ponitj!f, und thousands of extend. 
ed arms lifted up in prayer. He raises his eyes 
to heaven and prays——Imagine the storm, the 
conflagration, and the prayers mingling their 
murmurs as if in cancert, amidst this profound 
and awful silence. 

How shall I paiat a scene which presented 
itself at this momept to my eyes ! 

On one of the steps of the church, single, 
and separated from the multitude, a mother 
was pressing together the little hands of her 
child upon its kne#s beside her, join‘ng them 
with complacency, and putting them in the at- 
titude of prayer. Behind them stood a young 
girl, with dishevelled hair, and lost in tears, 
stretching with al’ her grief (and doubtless with 
all her love) the most pathetic hands towards 
the pontiff ; whilt at the feet of this girl, on 

ethe contrary, sea’ed with her back to the Vati- 
can and the pont ff, a woman neither weeping 
nor praying, surveyed her with an air of aston 
ishment ifer child, indeed, was playing 
in her bosom. 





in the mean time the pontiff has ended his 








venture any sum, now, that the Duke goes home on 
foot. Do pray follow him out.” The General fol- 
lowed him, and to his astonishment saw him walk 
home to his ledgings. 

MARSHAL SAXE. 

To the ‘honor 6f the humanity of this great General, 
the following story, told of him by M, de Senac, his 
physician, should be mentioned. The night hcfore the 
battle of Rauccur, M. de Senac observed his illustri- 
ous patient very thoughtful, and asked him tlre reason 
of it; when he geplied ina passage from the “ Amv 
dvoinaque™ of Racine, 

Think, think, my friend, what horrid woes; 
To-morrow’s morning must disclose ; 

To thousaids by Fate’s hard decree, ’ 
The last morn they shall ever see. 

Think how the dying and the dead 

O’er yon extensive plain shall spread ; 

What horrid spectacles afford, 

Scorched by the flaines, pierced by the sword. 


Of the greatness of Marshal Saxe’s courage who 
can doubt ? yet his friends said of him, that he would 
never fight a duel; that he always looked under hig 
bed every night; and every night locked his cham. 
ber-door. 

It is a singular circumstance that neither this great 
General nor the Duke of Marlborough could spell 
the _— common words in thcir native language cor- 
rectly. , 


LORD PETERBOROUGH. 
This lively Nobleman was taken by the mob 


for the Nuke of Marlboro ten in dis- 
grace with them,) and was ab o ughly treat- 


ed by these friends to summary justice. He told 
them, ‘* Gentlemen, I can convince you by two rea- 
sons that 1 am not the Duke of Marlborough. In the 
first place, I have only five guineas in my pocket ; and 
in the second, they are heartily at your service.”— 
So throwing his purse amongst them, he got out cf 
their hands, with loud huzzas and acclamations. 
Dr. SAMUEL CLARKE. 

A friend of Dr. Johnson asked him one day, whose 
sermons were the best in the English langmage —< 
** Why, Sir, bating a little heresy, those of Dr. Sam- 
uel Clarke.” 

In the opinion of Dr. Johnson, Dr. Samuel Clarke 
wes the most complete literary character that Eng- 
land ever produced. Every one must be inclined to 
be of this opinion, when he considers what a good 
critical scholar, what an excellent philosopher, what 
an acute metaphysician he was. Amongst Dr. Clarke’s 
papers was found a letter from Sarah, Dutchess, of 
Maslborough, offeying him an Irish Bishopric, whigh 





















eat Greek scholar 


he refused ; and a letter of that gres 
Dr. Bently to him, expressive of his concurrence of 


opinion with him upon the formation of the tenses of 
the Greek verbs, which he has so fully illustrated in a 
note on the First Book of his edition of Homer. 


—— — ————————— 
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THE Publishers of the. Guarp1ay inform their 
Patrons that having engaged assistance which they 
trust will place their establishment on a respectable 
footing, they have adopted an arrangement in many 
respects different, and they hope better, than that upon 
which it has hitherto been conducted. It will be un- 
necessary to particularize the alterations, as they will 
be sufficiently manifest in this and the succeeding pa- 
pers. They may observe, however, that the practice 
of giving political news is abandoned, as the size of 
their paper would not allow them to gratify curiosity 
nor add vo intelligence. This department will here- 
after be occupied by Editorial notices, on subjects 
connected with literature, and by a more copious ac- 
count of marriages and deaths throughout the State. 

We shall omit those love tales and romances, which 





instead of improving the mind or ameliorating the 
heart, serve but to render the one effeminate and the 
other insensible. 
mind without exercising its faculties, tends to enfee- 
ble ; and that whatever habituates the heart to imag- 
inary, affected, uncommon and improbable events, 
tends to blunt its sensibility to the less powerful calls 
of res! eccurrences. But in the space we have pre- 
scribed to ourselves, it would be impossible to state 


all cur objections to promote the practice of indiscrim- 


inate novel-reading. Suffice it to say, that endeavor- 
ing to improve as well as to amuse, we shall not to- 
tall) éxclude tales, but shall occasionally give those 
of superior merit, in deference to our fair readers, who 
we well know are particularly attached to that spe- 
cies of composition. 

Upon the whole, not to make éngagements which 
‘we may not fulfil, and avoiding to excite expectations 
which we may not gratify, we shall endeavor so to 
eonduct the Guardian as to render it a pleasant recre- 
ation to the man of businéss ; a chaste, moral and 
diznified, yet enlivening, companion to the fair, and 
perchance a friend and instructor, which may be re- 
eommended to youth, to excite their attention to hte- 
rature, to improve their taste, and to afford rational 


amusement without vitiating by buffoonery or wound- ~ 


ing by immorality. 


~~ 


LITERARY NOTICES. 


<« Letters from England by. Don Manuel Espriella” 
have lately attracted much of public attention. It is 
said by the American publisher to be the production 
of Robert Southey, author of Joan of Arc, Madoc, 
&c: while others maintain that the hand of the great au- 
thor of “* The Diversions of Purley,” Horne Tooxe, 
is manifest. But whoever may be the author, it seems 
to be generally acknowledged that it is a work of un- 
rivalled excellence, of its kind. For that minuteness 
of description, which gives full and compiete satisfac- 
tion ; for a masterly selection of materi«ls, and an hap- 
py manner of combining and arranging them, these 
Letters challenge competition with any travels in that 
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or any other country. Under the garb of a Roman 
Catholic he has severely lashed the church establish- 
ment, while as a foreigner he has indulged an ample 
scope of remark on English manners and customs.— 
He has not confined himself to these, but has extend- 
ed his range to empiricks in religion and medicine, 
and has occasionally gathered in the field of politicks. 
On every subject he embraces, he has embodied a vast 
quantity of that species of information which a ration- 
ally curious traveller would seek to obtain. But par- 
ticularly on the subject of manufactures he is invalua- 
ble. He has pourtraved the demoralizing and deso- 
lating effects of manufacturing establishments, and 
has exposed the wretched situation af the miserable 
workmen employed in them, in a manner that calls 
forth the execrations of every friend of humanity. — 
But that our readers may have an opportunity to judge 
of a work which has already run through two large 
editions in this country, we shall hereafter enrich our 
eolumns with extracts from it. " 





, 





‘© The Works of the Hon. Fisher Ames” ave propos- 
ed to be published by Messrs. Waits, of Portland, in 
a superior style of typography, at the moderate price 
of three dollars—Degraded, indeed, must be that 
mind which would be induced by the paltry consid- 


to be derived from these wo ks. 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

‘* Philander” has been under consideration for some 
time. Delicacy toa writer who. certainly possesses 
talents, susceptible and worthy of gultivation, has re- 
strained a precipitate declaration of our opinion re- 
specting his performance. But st teagth duty to our 
readers compels us to say, that there can be no medi- 
ocrity in poetry-~it must be very good or it is insuffer- 
able. The public taste has been so long pampered 
with the productions of eminent poets, that ordinary 
food is disgusting. The most luxurious seasoning is 
now necessary to create a relish for the most healthful 
‘poetic aliments. As Philander mest know that his 
communication cannot rank with those poetic produc. 
tions which have multiplied so predigiously, we be- 
lieve he will agree with us that it should not be ren- 
dered obnoxious to the averted coustenance of satiety. 


——— ——— —_—- ~ -_— — = 








MARRIED, 


At Troy, Mr. Elias Disbrow, to Miss Hulda Craw. 
—At Schaghticoke, Mr. John W. Groesbeck, to Miss 
' Betsy Knickerbacker.—At Shandakin, Mr. Samuel 
Swartwout, to Miss Sally Carey.—At White-Piains, 
Mr. Thomas Barker, to Miss Hannah Gue.—At New- 
York, Col. Davis, to the widow Beedel, of Staten-Isl- 
and; Mr. Abiel Titus, of Brooklyn, to Miss Elizabeth 
Ireland ; Mr. Jeremiah Bennet, to Miss Sarah Stan- 
ton; Mr. James Lane, to Miss Mary Higgins —At 
Charleston, (S.C.) Mr. Clinton Crigier, to Mrs. E- 





gisabeth Wyatt, both of New-York—-At Baltimore, 
Mr. David Mewshaw, &t. 81, who had lived a widow- 
Cer three months, to Miss Elizabeth Mitchell, At. 71, 
the mother of ten Children !—In England, Capt. Wil- 
liam Carter, At. 55, to Miss Phebe Pert, Zt. 21.— 
They never saw each other “till the evening preceding 
the nuptials, and the match was made up in less than 
five minutes. 
ee ree 


DIED, 
On the Sth inst. in the 31st year | 


her age, Mrs. 
Susan Crark, consort of Mr Jame: 


Clark, mer- 





ch: ‘ this city. x 
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or, of the city of Hudson ; Mr. Charles M’Evers ; Mr+ 
Richard Yates, At. 76; Miss Ann D. daughter of 
Leonard Lispenard, At. 17.—At Peterboro, (¥Y. N.) 
Mrs. Mary Gillet, wife of Daniel. M. Gillet, Esq.—At 
New-Lebanon, Mr. William Wells, At. 19.—At Can- 
andaigua, Mr. «Thompson, Mr. Henry Shepherd. 
+~At Cazenovia, Mrs. Welthan Goodell—At Stam- 
ford, Mr. Samuel Adams.—At Franklin, Mr. Elijah 
Goodrich. At Bath, in Virginia, the Rev. James 
Whitehead, D. D, an associated Rector of St. Paul’s 
Parish, Baltimore county. 
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VAN BEN THUYSEN & WOOD, 
At No. 19, Court-Street, have now for sale, 


TICKETS! 


Hatves, Quarters & E1cuTHs, 
IN BLACK-RIVER LOTTER Y, Vo. 2.° 


Which commences drawing, in the city of New- 
York, on the second Tuesday of April next. 
September, 17, 1808. 


FATAL REVENGE; 








OR, 
THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 
A ROMANCE. 
By Dennis Jasper MupwpHer. 
ALSO, 
CORINNA; 
OR, 
ITALY. 
Br Map. ve Srazt HotsPern: 
(‘T'wo New Publications, ) 
For Sale at the BookStore of the Guardian, 


VINEGAR. 


INE Transparent ‘SIDER VINEGAR— 

also, White and Red WINE ViNFA 
of a superior quality, Manufactured by the 
scriber, and always for sale in large or : 
quantities—warranted free from putrid s 
such as distiller’s, brewer’s, and sugar-house 
drugs, &c. which will acidulate and assume the 
appearance of Vinegar for a time, but will soon. 
become putrid and very unwholesome, as it con- 
tains none of that pure air, or fixed salts, pecu- 
liar to Vinegar made of good Cider or Wine. 

JOHN BRYAN, 


No. 17, Court, & corner of Court & Beaver-streets. 
Albany, Sefit. 8, 1808. 


Orawimg School 
' Mr. LEMET, 


AVING opened his Drawine Senoot, 
at Mrs. THOMPSON’, for the instruce 
tion of her Scholars ; respectfully informs, that 
Young Ladies who do not belong to her School 
can attend there to receive Lessons, from 2 to 5 
o’clock, p. m on Monday, Wednesday, and Fri- 
day —IHe has also opened a School fer Young 
Gentlemen, at Messrs. I. & G. HUTTON’s, 
corner of Beaver, and Court-Streets. 
f HE subscriber has opened his BATHS, at No @, 
Green-street, where Ladies and Gentlemen may 
be accommodated with Warm and Cold Baths, from 
6 o’clock in the morning to 9 in the evening. He has 
also an excellent SHower-Barn, and a very light 


portable’ Bath, for the accommodation of those who 
wish to bathe at their own rooms. 


D. M‘DONALD. 





— 


i. 








Albany Bathing-House. 





At New-York, Thomas Jenking, Zeq. late May- 


Albany, Fune 30, 1808, 





POETRY. 


~ 





~~~ —- -— = 





fThe subsequent lines, extracted from the Donthly 
Anthology for December 1803, we are well assured 
were written by a clergyman formerly of this city. 
This circumstanee, as it interests our local pride, 
will probably attract the attention of our city read- 
ers to verses which, whether the procluction cf cel.- 
ebrated talents or of humble and unknown worth, 
will be dear to the heart which is not vitiated by 
luxury or rendered callous by pride} 


WINTER NIGHT. 


WAIL Winter! sullen monarch! dark with clouds ; 

Throned on bleak wastes, and fierce and cold with 
storms ; 

Welcome thy blasting cold and treasured enoty! 
Thy raving, rending winds do but compose 
My soul; and midst thy gloom, my heart 
Smiles like the opening spring. ‘Thy long dreat nights, 
Winter, I hail. The cold receding sun 
1 love to follow te the cloudy west, 
And see thy twilight deepen into gloom 
Of thickest darkness. Round my cheering fire, 
How 1 enjoy the glistening eye, and smile, 
And burning cheek and prattle innocent, 
Of my dear ttle ones ; and when they sink 
With heavy cyes into thé arnis of sleep, 
Peaceful, and smiling still, and bresthing soft ; 
How pleasant lide the hours in converse pure 
With her whom first I loved; who long has crown’d 
My joys, and soothed me with her gentle voice, 
Under a load of sorrows ; who has felt 
The power of truth divine ; and from whose lips 
I catch the peace and love of Saints in Heaven. 
Vain world! We envy not your joys. We hear 
Your rattling chariot wwheels, and weep for you ; 
We weep that souls immortal yr a joy 
. 4m forcing langhter, dissipau ing thought, 

tw'the iene aang the frickin danec, the pomp, 
And forms and ornaments of polished life, 
in heartless hypocritic show of love, 
In giddy nonsense, in conteropt of truth, 
Which clevates the soul, and swells the heart 
With hope of holy bliss. We mourn your waste 
Of mind, of strength, of wealth. Think, thoughtless 

world, 
How many fatherless and widows pine 
In want ; how many shiver in the storm. 
Over a dying flame, how many cower 
In somé poor hovel, pressing to their breasts 
‘Their lite ones to save them from the ccld. 
Oh think, what achin hearts ye might releve ! 
What brooding sorrows ye mght cheer! What tears 
Of frrendiess, naked, moaning poverty 
Ye might wipe off with lenient sympathy. 
Oh Winter, I can bear thy howling storms. 
Nise but afew more suns, and all thy blasts 
Will soften. Yon waste fields will smile in green ; 
The branches swell with infant buds ; the groves 
Resound with nature’s melody. But MAN, 
My «tx, lies desolate. A wintry blast 
[as chilled his heart, frozen the cirling blood 
Of sympathy, and blighted the sweet fruits 
Of love. How bleak and waste ! In vain the Sun 
Of Righteousness sheds bright and healing beams. 
In vain does He. who dicd on Calvary, 
. Extend his hands, bleeding with wounds of love, 
Max still is cold and wintry ; still is hard, 
And melts not into merey.—This vain world 
fs colder than the northern skies. But Farr 
Looks o’er the icy mountains, looka beyond 
The wintry clouds, and sees unfading bloom 
Of paradiée, sees peaceful streams of joy, 
And warm effulgence of the God of Love. — 
And hark ! a gentle voice now calle, * “ Arise 
And come away. ‘The winter’s past and gonc, — 
The flowers appear ; the birds with transport hail 
fhe spring. The turtle’s plaintive voice is heard ; 
The fig-tree bends with figs. The fragrant vine 
Presents the tender grape. Arise and see , 
Millenial happiness, the reign of peace and love.” 
* Canticles ii. 10, 





SENTIMENTAL. 


+. 





or 


EROM HZRDER’S SCATTERED, LBAVES. 


THE OFFSPRING OF MERCY: — 
4N ORIENTAL VALE, 


WHEN the Almighty was about to create 
man, he summoned before him the angels of 
his attributes, the watchers of his dominiors.— 
They stood in council around his hidden throne. 
“Create him not,” said the angel of Justice, 
“he will not be equitable to his brethren, he 
will oppress the weaker.”—“ Create him not,” 
said the angel of Peace, “ he will manure the 
earth with hurian blood, the first born of his 
race will be-the slayer of his brother.” Cre. 
ate him not,” said the angel of Truth, “ he will 
defile thy sanctuary with falsehood, although 
thou shouldst stamp on his countenance thine 
image, the seat of confidence.” So spake the 
attributes of Jehovah: when Mercy, the young- 
est and dearest child of the Eternal, arose, and 
clasping his knees, “ Create him, father,” said 
she, “in thy likeness, the darling of thy loving 
kindness. When all thy messengers forseke 
him, I will seek, and support, and turn his 


cline his bowels to compassion, and his soul to 
atonement. 
from Truth, fiom Justice, the consequences of 


his wanderings shall deter him from repeating | and I turned it, alittle at a time, from my cup 


Into my saucer.—So; so; you did then whatnoe 
. body else did ; for every one drinks coffee out 
A nis | of the cup, and never out of the saucer. 
faults the pupil of Mercy, the son of ever active | see then, my dear Cosson, that you did not say 
' asingle word, nor doa single thing, which wag 
| not unfashionable. The Abbe, continued M. 


them, and shall gently lead him to amend- 
ment.” The Father of all gave ear, and creat- 
ed man, a weak faultering being ; but in all his 


and ameliorating love ! Remember thine 
origin, Oh maa! when thou art hard and un- 
kind towards thy brother, Mercy alone willed 
thee to be, Love and Pity suckled thee at their 
bosoms. 








AMUSEMENT, 





USAGES.AT FRENCH TABLES. 


M. DELILLE, the French poet, being one 
day at dinner at Marmontel’s, related some- 
thing which he had been reading upon the fash- 
ions observed #f table in genteel companies.-— 
They were speaking of the multitude of little 
things of which a plain, honest man must not 
be ignorant if he would avoid being ridiculed by 
the world. “ They are innumerable, says M. 
Delille ; and what is most provoking is that all 
the genius in the world is not sufficient to divine 
these important trifles.” He added, the abbe 
Cosson, professor of belles lettres in the college 
Mazarin, was lately speaking to me of a dinner 
where he was a guest, some days ago, in com- 
pany with some gentlemen of the court, noble- 
men, Marechais de France, kc. at the abbe Ra- 
douvilliers at Versailles. I bet, said I, that you 
made a hundred mistakes.~-How, says the abbe, 
with some passion ; it appears to me that I be- 
haved like other people —-W hat presumption ! 
I venture to say, that you behaved like no other 
person at table, But let us see: I will confine 
myself to the dinner ; and inthe first place, what 
did you do with your napkin, when you placed 
yourself at table ?’—~With my napkin? why— 
what every body else did ; I unfolded it, spread 
it out, and tucked one corner inte my button- 


| hole —Ah; my dear, you were the on person 
that did so ; nobody shews his vatne lete 
it remain in his lap. And how did you eat your 
soup ‘I took my spoon in one hand, and mg 
| fork in the other.—Your fork, bless me! no- 
body takes a fork to eat soup : but let us go on. 
After your soup, what did you eat ?—A new laid 
egg.—And what did you do with the shell ?— 
Like other people, I gave it to the waiter—~ 
Without breaking it ?—-Without breaking it. 
Dear me! One never eats an egg, without 
breaking the shell; and what after your egg? 
—~I asked for some douilli—Bouilli ! Nobody 
makes use ot this expression ; they ask for beef, 
and not for bouilli ; and what next ?—~I asked 
the abbe Radouvilliers to send me a piece of @ 
fine fowl—-Oh dear! A piece of fowl! You 
should have asked for foulet, capon, or frou. 
larde ; they never speak of fowls except in the 
back yard. But you say nothing of the manner 
in which you asked for drink. —I asked, as eve- 
ry one does, for Champagne, for Bourdeaux, of 





When he departs from Peace, | 








those who had it near them.—You must know 
that they ask for vin de Champagne, vin de Bours 


| deaux. But tell me something of the way in 


-which you eat your bread. Like others, to be 
faults to good. Because he 1s weak, I will ine | ; : que 


sure ; I cut it properly with my knife —Alas ! 
They break their bread, never cutit. But let 
us proceed. Your coffee, how did you take it? 
Eh! Like other people, certainly ; it was hot, 


You 


Delille, was confounded. He was employed 
for six weeks, in enquiring of every body he 
met about these polite usages which I had ree 
marked to him. M. Delille himself was ace 
quainted with them by one of his female friends, 
and had long found himself ridiculed in thé 
world, while he did not knew how to eat and. 
drink in the true mode. 


 — 


An officer in battle, happening to bow, a cans 
non-ball passed over his head, and took off the 
head of a soldier who stood behind him; “ You 
sec, (said he) that a man never loses by polites 
ness.” 
ee Se 
THE WANDERER OF SWITZERLAND, 

and other Pormse=By J. Montcomery. | 


ALSO, 


THE DISCARDED SON—A Novs.r—B¢ 
Reorxa Marra Roacag, author of Childrew 
of the Abby, Maid of the Hamlet, &c. &c.—fer 
sale at the Book-Store of the Guardian. 
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——— 


To City Subscribers, Two Do.asans per annum—~ 
payable half-yearly. Subscribers at a distance, to pzy 
One Dollar im advance. 
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